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[<The Fighting Trail’ 
As he spoke Gwyn pushed the thro

t- 

tle over to the last notch. 

erous engine made the bridge creak 

beneath it as dt tore along at full 

speed. In the centre it seemed for a 

moment as though the whole struc- 

ture with the engine, must hurtle to 

the river below but by a miracle the 

Dridge held the weight and the engine 

eemerged safely from the smoke at 

the other end of the bridge, 

“Thank God, we're safe,” Gwyn said 

relieved. “It was one chance in 

“Look! Look! Stop!” Nan shout- 

ed. “The chasm bridge. See? They've 

blocked the track.” 

Gwyn peered aheaw through the 

dark of approaching night. Directly 

in the centre of the track he could see 

a great, dark form loom up at the 

end of the chasm bridge nearest him. 

Von Bleck and his men had piled lum- 

ber and stones over the track. It was 

impossible for him to pass and, if he 

attempted to break through the blocik- 

ade, they would be thrown into the 

gully and to certain death. There 

BRONCHITIS 
Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup 

Gave Instant Relief. 

Bronchitis is a disease which is 
very prevalent during the late winter 
and early spring, when there are “sud- 

den atmospheric changes. It is a con- 

dition of inflammation of the bronch- 
ial tubes which produces mucous Or 

phlegm. This irritates the throat and 

causes you to cough in order to get 

rid of it. The cough may be tight or 
loose, according as to whether this 

mucous is sticky and hard to remove, 

or soft and easily expelled. 
Bronchitis is not really dangerous, 

but the complications which are liable 

to follow makes it necessary to get 

rid of \it on the first sign. This you 
can do by using Dr. Wood's Norway 

Pine Syrup. A remedy that has been 

on the market for over 25 years. 

John D. McFarlane, jr., S. W. Mar- 
garee, N.S., writes: “I was troubled 
for years with bronchitis, and could 
not find any relief. I was especially 

~ bad on a damp day. I went to a drug- 

gist, and asked him for something to 

stop the constant tickling in my throat. 
He gave me a bottle of Dr. Wood's 
Norway Pine Syrup, which I found 

gave me instant relief. It%s the best 
remedy for bronchitis I know of, and 
I now take care that I always have a 
bottle of it ca hand.” 

See that you get “Dr. Wood's.” Put 
up in a yellow wrapper; three pine 

trees the trade mark; price 25c¢c. and 

50c.; manufactured by The T. Milburn 

Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont. 
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was no alternative; Gwyn shut off 
and threw on the brakes 

The wheels scraped and 

slowed and finally stop- 
with a jam. 

the engine 
ped. It was within a few feet of the 

obstruction, The wold cable ferry 

which was close enough to within 

plain view, was the first thing to at- 

tract Gwyn’s attention. 

“We've got to risk that cable,” he 
cried to Nan. “If 'we don’t get to town 

everything is off. Are you willing to 

(inp 

Nan nodded, and Gwyn grabbed the 

basket. It was rotien and tore apart 

at his first pull. Gwyn threw all his 

weight on the rope. If it was like the 

basket, there was no hopt. But it 

held! Nan grasped it also, mear 

Gwyn’s heans and, as they swung out 

into space, von Bléck’s men could be 

heard coming up the road toward the 

engine. . 
(They stopped for a 

watch the two gliding 

ble, then ran up to the engine. 

Bleck was at their head. As he ap- 

proached the steaming train, the 

hatch of the water tank in the* back 

of it slowly opened, and the wet, be- 

rdraggled figure of One-Lung emerged. 

He handed von Bleck some papers 

which he held in his hand, 
“Here are the deeds,” he said. “I 

got them for you but now you'll have 

tc beat that guy to town and file ‘em. 

moment to 

along the ca- 

Von 

» 

Von Bleck put the papers in his 

pocket. By this time his men had 

cieared the track of the obstruction 

and they all boarded the engine and 

began to run across the trestle. 

“You'd better be careful.” One-Lung 

cautioned. “The water in the tank 

has run low and we're liable to ex- 

plode.” The driver, however, did not 

heed his warning and drove ahead at 

full speed. 

At the other end of the bridge Nan 

and Gwyn had landed safely from 

their perilous ride across the chasm. 

They were in a quandary as to how to 

proceed to town when Causley's’ ’au- 

tomobile, standing where Nan had 

seen it on her trip to the mine ,met 
their eyes. They jumped into it and 

a thrilling: race between the engine 

and the auto began. 

For several miles the race contin- 
ued, until they arrived at a spot where 

the road was unusually close to the 
track. A bullet from the engine had 

punctured one of Gwyn’s tires and 

thrown the car off a balance, but 
Gwyn by shooting into the other had 

overcome thsi difficulty. The engine 

was drawing dangerously close to the 
auto, Nan looked back and screamed 
a warning, but Gwyn coulds do no 
more. He had already been running 

the car at its highest speed. 

Suddenly as Gwyn was struggling 

tc urge the motor even faster, Nan 

TWO LONG YEARS | 
HE SUFFERED 

“Fruit-a- fives” Made Him Feel 
As If Walking On Air 
OriLL1A, ONT., Nov. 28th. 1914. 

“For over two years, I was troubled 

with Constipation, Drowsiness, Lack of 

Appetite and Headaches. One day I saw 
your sign which read IFruit-a-tives 

make you feel like walking on air.’’ 

This appealed to me, so I decided to 

try a box. In a very short time, I 

began to feel better, and now I feel fine. 

Ihave agoodappetite, relish everything 

I eat, and the Headaches are gone 

entirely. I recommend this pleasant 

fruit medicine to all my friends? & 

DAN McLEAN. 
50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size, 25c. 

At all dealery or sent postpaid by Fruit- 

a-tives Limited, Ottawa. 

shrieked. There was , a terrific ex- 

plosion that shook the ground and the 
engine was enveloped in smoke. As 

One-Lung had cautioned, the steam in 

the empty water tank had caused the 

boiler to blow out, and it seemed, as 

Nan and Gwyn looked back, as if ev- 

eryone aboard the engine must he 

killed. 

Gwyn stopped the car with a jerk 

and whirled in his seat to look back. 

The force of the explosion had lieral- 

ly torn the engine to bits. A great 

hole had been blown in the ground 

and vapor rose over the scene like a 

fog. He shuddered, transfixed at the 

horror of the sight. 

It was a matter of humanity now, in 

spite of the fact that the injured men 

were their enmies—and deadly ene- 

mies. But in moments like this com- 

passion is greater than hate. 

Under the cab they found the engi- 

neer, dead beside his thottle. They 

were still searching the wreckage 

when the whistle of.another engine 
announced the arrival of the sheriff. 
Von Bleck they found at the foot of 

the embankment, a very much bruised 

and battered von Bleck, but stunned 
rather than seriously hurt. 

“I'm glad he isn’t dead,” Gwyn told 

the sheriff, “but I srall have to ask 

you to put him under arrest before he 
escapes. He and his confederates 

have stolen the deeds to the mine!” 
Von Bleck started and sat up, the 

old look of cunning breaking through 

his stupor. He raised a trembling fin- 

ger and pointed down the road. of 

“Arrest me?” he laughed. “Don’t 

worry about that sheriff. Look—there 

is your car. Gwyn stole it. He is a 

thief!” 
It was a small card, but it took the 
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trick. The Sheriff knew his master. 
“It’s true,” he said. “Mr. Gwyn, you 

are under arrest.” 
White with anger at such outrage- 

ous treatment, Gwyn sprang forward 
in vigorous protest, but Nan caught 

his arm and restrained hjm with a 
whispered warning. 

The explosion, she knew, sounded 
its own alarm, and help would be on 

its way from the village. 
Help did come, and very soon. The 

road up the mountain side was dotted 

with motors and horsemen before the 

last echo had died, and at the head of 
the procession came a bright red ma- 

chine with a strip of flying bunting 

whipping in the wind behind it. Its 

radiator was boiling lke a kettle when 

it drew up beside the track, The man 

at the wheel was “Square Deal” Ho- 

gan, a wiry little Irishman who had 

come to Lost- Mine when it wasstill 

a municipal infant, and whose stand- 

ing among the townspeople was won 
by the fact that he was ready to give 

each newcomer his hand or his fist, as 

the conduct and intentions of the vis- 

itor might warrant. He took in the 

situation at a glance: 

“What's the trouble?” he asked, as 

he stepped forward. 

Gwyn started co expiain, 

ence growing larger every 
the rescuers arrived. 
Nan, standing at his side, sought the 

teye of each friend in the crowd, nod- 

ding silent assent. When Gwyn con- 
cluded there was a silence. -Hogan 

read the faces about him with grow- 

ing confidence and walked out to face 
the sheriff. But Causley, too, had seen 

the swift rise of suspicion. With a 

wink to Von Bleck he turned to Gwyn 

with a smile of conciliation. 
“Why didn't you tell me this be- 

fore?” he said. Then, turning, he al- 
most shouted at the abject Von Bleck. 

“Stand up there! Come here! You 

are under arrest, do you hear?” 
Von Bleck rose painfully and was 

led to the sheriff's machine. 
“The sooner he's under lock and key 

the better!” Causley called back to 

the crowd, and a moment later the 

car turned a corner and was gone. 
“Very odd, wasn't it?” said Gwyn. 

“You must have hypnotized him, Ho- 
gan. But I don’t understand it yet.” 
As the words passed his lips, he 

choked and started. Comprehension 

swept over his features like a fit of 
pain, a realization more agonizing than 

physical torture. Von Bleck had the 
deeds! (Jausley had tricked him! The 
ownership of the mine and all it 

meant to the nation would pass into 
the hands of the enemy! 

+ He fairly dragged Nan and Hogan to 

the auto, explaining as he went. 
gaan, clear-eyed and determined, took 
the wheel. It was a race for the great- 
est prize on earth. They swept down 
the road like a flying projectile, faster 

and faster yet, as they struck the 
down grade and rushed on. Nan's ears 
hummed and rang with the pressure 

of the wind. Gwyn shielded his face 

with his hands. 

At the top of a rise they glimpsed 
the car of the sheriff only half a mile 

ahead. They were gaining. 
And then occurred one of those 

tricks of fate that so often twist out 

his audi- 
minute as 

Ho- 

the price advances. 
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Power and Stability. Let us book you for your spring delivery in case 

We also carry 2YERLAND CARS. 

PHONE 352-11 

Fredericton Motor Sales Co. - 
625 QUEEN STREET. 
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THERE’S A TENDENCY TOWARD 

The Giving of Useful Presents 
It is a sensible gift that lasts a lifetime, and is a credit to the good sele 

We would suggest any of the following: 
An UP-TO-DATE BATH ROOM or KITCHEN OUTFIT. 
A MODERN TUB or LAVATORY to replace the old one. 
A NICE SINK or SET OF WASH TRAYS. 4 
A VACUUM-CLEANING APPARATUS or HIGH-OVEN RANGE. wo 
A WHITE ENAMELLED STEEL MEDICINE CABINET or any other 

Bath Room or Toilet Accessory. 
Make your selections early. 

D. J. Shea & Son 
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Custom Tailoring— 
THE NEW IMPORTATIONS for the Coming Season are now on dis 

An early Inspection will assure you of a large and varied sslectian 

to choose from, ; 

WE ARE ALSO PREPARED to flli all orders entrusted to us for MIL! 

ARY CLOTHING at a reasonable price. ! 
Talloring Co. of Toronto, the largest Military Tailoring Co.' in Canada. 
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speed” 

he drew 

They 

that 

“Drive on,” he commanded. 
And Causxeys car shot out, 

from the swiftly descending shadow 

as the tree crashed to the ground. 
s brakes were grinding fire as 

up with a jolt that almost 
threw the occupants from the car. 

escaped 
but danger meant no- 

The heavy tree lay like a 

prostrate giant across the path. 
Sick with the sense of defeat, Gwyn 

watched the approach of the other cars 
had followed from the wreck. 

Hogan's 

merest fraction, 
thing now. 

‘‘More 

death by the 

that their race had been in vain. - 
sheriff's car, with Von Bleck grinning 
from the tonneau, was just rolling off 2 
down the street, and Causley ork 

stood in the doorway. 
(Continued next week.) 
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ittle thing it was—only a 
felling a tree. But both 

enough to meet 

came a horseman—two of 
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Then 
them. 
least. 

first glimpse they had of the commis- 
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